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of that realization cf perfect surrender^ so sweet
to the soul of woman,

She left djont four in the morning.

Since midnight her husband had been sleep-
ing in a little deserted anteroom with three other
whose wives were enjoying themselves. He
threw over her shoulders the wraps he had
brought, ordinary, everyday garments, contrast-
ing sorrily with her elegant ball dress. She felt
this, and wanted to get away so as not to be seen
by the other women, who were putting on costly
furs*

Loisei detained her: "Wait a little; you will
catch cole! outside; 1 will go and call a cab."

But she would not listen to him, and hurried
downstairs. When they reached the street they
could not find a carriage, and they began to look
for one, shouting to the cabmen who were pass-
ing fay. They went dowa toward the river in
desperations shivering with cold. At last they
found on the quays one of those antiquated, all-
night broughams, which, in Pariss wait till after
dark before venturing to display their dilaplda^
It         them to their door in the Rue des

Martyrs, once more* wearily, they climbed
the stairs.

Now a!! was over for her; as for hims he re-
membered that he must be at his office at tee
o'clock. She threw off her cloak before the glass,
she might behold herself once more in all